deserted now, feeling absolutely dazed in face of a
reality his mind still shrank from accepting.
He gave np his ticket hastily, hurried through the
exit, past a couple of cabs and a hotel omnibus or two,
and emerged into the station yard, whose low
surrounding buildings were delicately veiled with
ground-mist. The air was mild and damp. A dozen
memories came vividly to mind as he re-established
contact with this first impression of the town, faintly
distorted now by the shadows and the trailing mists
of night.
The avenues with their leafless trees and gardens
were deserted and dark. He followed them as far as
the canal, crossed the bridge, and plunging into the
heart of the old town made for the Cathedral square.
At the end of this street, on a corner to which he was
drawing nearer at every step, he would see Catherine's
house. He came to the corner and turned into the
square; and the image memory had preserved was
immediately and effortlessly one with the image before
his eyes.
There it was, as it had been all the many evenings
when, far away, he had sought to conjure it before his
eyes; as it would be when, home once more, he would
think of this moment, already passing: silent,
inscrutable behind its tall gates and narrow garden,
to all appearances asleep: the closed shutters gave no
hint of the impatient desire which watched within
and leapt to meet his own. They had agreed that he
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